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Rates of Advertising in Vanity Fair. 


On the 2d and 15th pages, 10 cts. per line each insertios a 
On the 16th page 15 
On the Ist page 59 sd " 

*, Instead of making a deduction as heretofore in the 
case of standing advertisements, the rate in future, 
will be as above for each insertion, and from this there 
will be no deviation. 





PURIFY THE BLOOD. 
_ VEGETABLE LIFE PILLS. 
AND 
PHG@NIX BITTERS. 


The high and envied celebrity which these pre-emi- 
nent Medicines have acquired for their invariable effi- 
cacy in all the diseases which they profess to cure, has 
rendered the usual practice of puffing not only unneces- 
sary, but unworthy of them. They are known by 
their fruits ; their good works testify for them, and 
they thrive not by the faith of the credulous. 


IN ALL CASES OF 
ASTHMA, ACUTE and CHRONIC RHEUMATISM, 
AFFECTIONS of the BLADDER and KIDNEYS, 
BILIOUS FEVERS and LIVER COMPLAINTS. 

In the South and West, where these diseases prevail, 
they will be found invaluable. Planters, farmers and 
others, who once use these Medicines, will never after- 
wards be without them. 

COSTIVENESS, COLDS & COUGHS, CHOLIC. 

DYSPEPSIA.—No person with this distressing disease 
should delay using these medicines immediately 

Eruptions of the Skin, Erysipelas, Flatulency. 

FEVER AND AGUE.—For this scourge of the western 
country these medicines will be found a safe, speedy 
and certainremedy. Other medicines leave the system 
subject to a return of the disease—a cure by these 
medicines is permanent. Try them, be satisfied, and 
be cured. 

Foulness of Complexion, 

General Debility, 


Gout, Giddiness, Gravel, Headache of every kind, 
Inward Fever, Inflammatory Rheumatism, Impure 
Blood, Jaundice, Loss of Appetite. 

MERCURIAL DISEASES.—Never fails to eradicate 
entirely all the effects of Mercury infinitely sooner 
than the most powerful preparation of Sarsaparilla. 

PILES-—The original proprietor of these medicines 
was cured of Piles of 35 years standing by the use of 
these Life Medicines alone. 

Pains in the head, side, back, limbs, joints, and 
organs. 

RHEUMATISM,.—Those afflicted with this terrible 
disease will be sure of relief by the Life Medicines. 

Scrofula, or King’s Evil, in its worst forms, Ulcers of 
every description. 

Worms, of all kinds, are efféctually expelled by these 
Medicines. Parents will do well to administer them 
whenever their existence is suspected. Relief will be 
certain. 

THE LIFE PILLS AND PHCENIX BITTERS 
PURIFY THE BLOOD, 


and thus remove all disease from the system. 
WM. B. MOFFAT, Proprietor, 
335 Broadway, N. Y. 





Ty THOMPSON & CoO., 


Commission Mlerchants 
FOR THE SALE OF 
COTTON, 
TOBACCO, 
FLOUR, 
GRAIN, 
PROVISIONS 
WHISKEY, 
AND PRODUCE GENERALLY. 


NO. 6 CAMDEN STREET, 
Baltimore, Md. 
aap Liberal Cash advances made on Consign ments. 





CHEMICAL LABORATORY. 


BOOTH, GARRETT, & REESE, 
ANALYTICAL CHEMISTS. 


No. 10 CHANT STREET, 


(Rear of St. Stephen’s Church,) 


PHILADELPHIA. 
ORES, 
MINERALS, 
METALIC SUBSTANCES, 
GUANOS, 
AND 


WATERS, 
Subjected to careful analysis and 


OPINIONS GIVEN ON CHEMICAL 
QUESTIONS. 


Students desiring a thoroughly practical 
course in Chemistry, will have every atten- 
tion paid them. 


Chemicals and apparatus supplied free of 
cost. 


For terms &c., apply in person or by letter 
as above. 


O INVENTORS. THE PROPRI- 
ETORS OF THE “ PRACTICAL MECHANIC”? invite 


the attention of Inventors to their facilities for pro- 
curing Patents in the United States and all foreign 
countries, and to their arrangements for the trans- 
action of all business of every nature in any way re- 
lating to Patents. 

They prepare applications for the Patent Office, fur- 
nishing all the necessary papers, together with the 
drawings required ,and, if desired by the applicant, the 
models also, They will give to their cases their per- 
sonal attention before the Department at Washington, 
and will spare no efforts which long experienee in this 
class of business can suggest, to secure the amplest 
protection to the rights of their clients. Parties who 
intrust applications to their charge may rely upon re- 
ceiving prompt attention and faithful services—care 
being taken, especially, not only that Patents shall, if 
possible, be obtained, but that, when obtained, they 
shall cover something of substantial value. 

They have located at Washington a careful and ex- 
perienced Agent, and one of their nnmber is at the 
Patent Office at short intervals, so that Inventors can 
be saved the journey to Washington, and by applying 
to this office will find their business attended to as 
promptly and faithfully as if they were present. 

The fees charged in all such cases will be moderate. 

The litigation of Patents in the Courts ,Infringements 
Injunctions, etc., will recieve special care. 

We are prepared to take charge of contested cases of 
every description. 

Particular attention paid to Rejected Applications, 
Applications for Additional Improvements, Re-issues, 
Interferences, and Extensions of Patents. 

Advice as to the patentability of Inventions cheerful- 
ly given. 

Examinations made at the Patent Office under our 
own supervision ; and all business relating to Patents 
transacted promptly and skilfully. 

Models and Drawings carefully prepared. 

Terms moderate. 

Address, BENJAMIN GARVEY & CO. 
New Yor«Crry . 


PHILADELPHIA AND NEW YORK LINES. 
1860. SPRING ARRANGEMENT. 1860. 
NEW YORK LINES. 


The Camden and Amboy and Philadelphia and Tren- 
ton Railroad Company’s Lines from Philadelphia to 
New York and Way Places, from WALNUT STREET 
WHARF will leave as follows, viz : 


FARE. 
At6 A. M., via Camden and Amboy, C.& A. a 
” commodation . $2 25 
At 6 A. M., via Camden and Jersey City, N. J. “Ae- 
” commodation - - 2 25 


At 9 A. M., via Camden and Jersey City, Morning 
ail 


At 11 A.M. by Steamboat, via  Tacony and Jersey 
City, Western Express ° 
At 121-2 P. M., via Camden and Amey Accom- 
modation - - 2 25 
At2 P. M., via one and Amboy C. &. A. Ex. 


pre 
At 4 P. M., by Semel via Tacony and Jersey 
’ City, Evening Express - 
At 4 P.M, by Steamboat via Tacouy and Jersey | 
"City, 2d Class Ticket - 2 25 
At 6 P. M., via Camden and dereey City, E vening 
- 3 00 


Mail 
At 11P. M., via Camden and Jersey City Southern 
il 2 25 


Ma’ ai 
At5 P. M., via Camden and Amboy, Accommoda- 
tion—Freight and P: masenger, lati Class 
licket, - - 225 
2d Class Ticket - - 150 


The 6 P. M. Mail Line runs daily. The 11 P. M. 
Southern Mail, Saturdays excepted. 
THROUGH LINES FROM NEW YORK. 
LEAVE PIER NO. 1 NORTH RIVER. 
At6 A. M., via Amboy and Camden, C. & A. Ac. $2 25 


At 2 P. M., via Amboy and Camden, C. & A. Ex. 3 00 
At1P. a via Amboy and Camden, Ac., Ist class 2 26 
1 


do. do. do, 75 
At5 P. i. ) Via — and Camden, Ac., ist class 2 50 
Do. do. do. do. 2d class 1 75 


LEAVE FROM FOOT OF COURTLAND STREET. 
At 7 A. M., via Jersey City & Camden, W. & S. Ex. 3 00 
At 9 A. M., via Jersey City & Camden, Morn. Mail. 3 00 
AtIl A. M., via Jersey City & Tacony, Fxpress 3 00 
At 11 A. M., via Jersey City & Tacony, 2d _ 2 2 
At 12 M., v ia Jersey City and Camden, N. J. 2 25 
At 4 P. M., via Jersey City & Tacony, iisesce 3 00 
At 6 P. M., via Jersey City & Camden, Mail, 3 00 

The 6 P. M. Mail Line runs daily, ail others Sundays 
excepted. 

Fifty pounds of baggage only, allowed each Pas- 
senger. Passengers are prohibited from taking any- 
thing as baggage but their wearing apparel. All bag- 
gage over fifty pounds to be paid for extra. The 

Company limit their responsibility for baggage to One 
Dollar per pound, and will not be liable for any amount 
beyond $100, except by special contract. 





From the New York Daily Times. 


The Saturpay PREssis the ablest of the literary week- 
lies, and almost the only one which possesses any very 
salient peculiarities of character and tone. 





_ N. ¥. SATURDAY PRESS, 


THE BEST LITERARY PAPER IN THE COUNTRY, 


IS PUBLISHED AT 
No. 9 Spruce Street, New-York. 
PRICE : 
$2 00 a year; 5 Cents a Single Number. 
TERMS OF ADVERTISING. 


Ten Cents a line for the first two insertions ; Five 
Cents a hne for every subsequent insertion. 


NO PUFFING. 


Advertisers will please bear in mind that no arrange- 
ments whatever can be made with them for editorial 
notices. 





N. B.—All communications should be addressed to 


HENRY CLAPP, Jr., 





Office of The N. Y. Saturday Press, 
No. 9 SPRUCE STREET, N. Y 
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THE TELEGRAPH -TOUR 
OF BROADWAY SPUYTENTUYFEL 
AND HIS COUSIN, 


PEYTONA RANDOLPH DE ACCOMAC. 





Up tHe Minpie, pown THE Sines, AND CRiss-Cross THE WHOLE 
Manirest DESTINATION OF THR UNIVERSAL AMERICAN CONTINENT. 





CHAPTER VIII. 
ALBANY AND WESTWARD HO! 


OYS! BOYS scream- 
ed Wipow at our door 
in Albany hotel, ‘do 
tumble out if you’re 
dressed—don’t stop 
if you are a little dis 
habillowy—but for 
goodness sake do put 
yourselves outside of 
your door—you lazy, 
naughty ungallivan- 
tivorological  calli- 
lithumpians——” 

Two small fists 
pounding accompan- 
iment all the time 
on door. Twosmall 
feet, dancing alter- 
natively on floor. 
Made my appearance 
in shirtsleevibus, one 
boot on. 

‘“*Well Wmow— 
you give a fellow time to put his rouge 





what's the news? Can’t 
on or do up his curls or 

‘* Gracious !—there’s Ranpotpuicus asleep—quick—do find me a 
boot !—ah !’’—And catching up the missile, she fired it with great 
dexterity, taking RanpoLpH a severe clip on side of bead, and knock- 
ing him like a bullet from a sling, out of Land of Nod, back into 
Albany and into the ‘‘ Delavan House.’’ Transition from aqua- 
fortis rage down to broad Virginny, amazed stare, in Ranpoupn’s 
face, very fine, as he found out what hit him. 

“Just look at him !’’ cried Wmow—‘‘isn’t it perfectly enamelled ? 
Why don’t you shoot, Oh Dotruis—please fire !—is the lock of your 
bowie knife out of order, or havn’t you had your revolver sharp- 
ened ?—Now don’t you wish you had a big gutta percha——are you 
ready ?—fire—one—two !"’ 

And with the last word, a hotel Bible went bang at Ranporen, 
and the Wrivow fled from the room, sbrieking with delight. 
Dressed by that time—followed her—inquired why we couldn’t 
have time to Brummelize up a little before supper——’’ 

“‘Oh you dear geese—I came to tell you I’m on good behavior 
now——”’ 

‘* Whe—e—e—ew! I see you.’’ 

“* Well—the enemy are down stairs—horse, foot and dragons.” 

**Goons, you mean ?’’ 

‘* No—gons—paragons of propriety they are, let me tell you, 
Broapway—Oh what a good name that is of yours—‘‘ broad is the 
way,’’ isn't it, ‘‘which leadeth to distraction.’’ Well—as I was 
saying, there’s a Transcendental cousin and a Come-Outer aunt and 
a Cross-Cut Cameronian uncle, (I’m a Decameronian myself you 
know, of the Beau-catcher sect ;) and there’s a Holy Roller niece and 
a Speeritual Seventh-Sister—goodness alive !’’ 

- “ And ne’er a Civilized Brick in the party.’’ 

‘* Nary brick.”’ 

‘** No escape ?”’ 

‘* Nary 'scape.’’ 

‘ Fraternize with ’em ?’’ 

‘*Tol lol de rido.’’ 

And Winow put hand on either hip, and Mephistophelied up her 
left eyebrow—I needn't say that her hat came down in sharp tune 
—and eyeing me very sinceriously, she sang solemnly, for several 
minutes : 





**Oh Law. gals—gim’me chaw tobacco ! 
Oh Law, gals—gim’me chaw tobacco !” 


** Well—Winow !”’ ‘ 
‘*[’m a listenin’ brother.” 
They’re human beings, anyhow. Sail’s the word. 


**Sail in! 











Let’s reform! *Twont hurt. We’llall be left behind in the morn- 
ing.”’ 

‘* We cant.” 

** Bet you a bonnet on it.’’ 

** Amen.”’ 

So down we sailed. Wuow left fast hat outside, tied handker- 
chief over head, so’s to look nun-like, picked up volume from hall 
table—walked into parlor very oblivious— gave scream of surprise 
at finding self among relatives—came up rather soon to time— 
introduced me very cast-irongularly as one of two gentlemen who 
were so very kind as to take her under escort to the Falls where 
she expected to meet the GREENLEAFS 

——‘‘*reaves’ WittemiNna’’ interrupted the grammatical aunt. 

‘“*The idea of my ever making so gross a sillycism!—after the 
blessed corrections I have so often received from you, dear aunt! 
and before the celebrated Doctor SpuyrentuYFEt.”’ 

Looked virtuously down on ground—knew what a whapper was 
coming—felt bad—braced nerves to bear it. 

“Doctor SpuyrentuyFEL—Omnibus Prosessor of Ethics in Spylorum 
University. He fills the Hebrew chair, whenever the regular 
teacher Miss Satome SAaLamon is absent. He is also the Milamour 
instructor of Savoir Faire et Vivre, has classes in the esthetics of 
comic sections—wrote ‘‘The Converted Coon’’—and holds all the 
appointments in Mathematics, philosophy and languages.” 

[Don’t think my dear Uninitiated Reader that Wipow pumped it 
extra strongin all this. Could point out a good many universities, 
where immense array of professorships are filled, as a dozen parts 
in one play, used to be filled by Cuartes Marnews—all by one 
dividual. | 

Cousin spoke first after introduction. She was one whom 
Nature had tried hard to make good looking, but only succeeded in 
forming a common church-belle, of twenty-eight—one of the kind 
who look well, while silent, in a congregation or an audience. 

‘‘This isa Privilege. I admire to meet Congeners. I am myself 
Intellectual.” 

Bowed sweetly, and said sweetlier, that I felt and knew it. 
Sweetness made about as much impression as rain-drop on flint. 

‘“*Of course. Truth will self-manifest. I admire to see Truth. 
Between the Gifted, it establishes an Af s 

(She was about to say ‘‘ affinity,’’ but remembered that word had 
been rather run to ground of late, and so substituted ‘‘ af—fec- 
tion.”’ 

‘You are Gifted. 
Sporadic. Genius is Unitary. 
Earvest pea ?”’ 

Wipow darted delighted glance at me, over her cousin’s head, 
and put up the eye brows a Ja Satanella, as much as to say, ‘‘you're 
pinned now—anyhow.”? Tipped her the wink back, as I blandly 
replied : 

‘*Syntuesis. I am Developing.’ 

Winvow imperceptibly simulated faintness, while she delicately 
warbled sottisimo voce ! 











But they are only 
What is your 


I admire to see gifts. 
Tell me briefly. 


Dieu! quelle tete ila !’’ 


‘‘T admire to hear the confessional of Development. Develop- 
ment when Homo-genous is Unitary. But you Tend, I guess. 
Whence? Have you got a Norm?” 

And the Wimow lifted up her eyes, and peered anxious-beseech- 
ingly at me, as if to say, ‘“‘ Have you such an article about you ?— 
or did you leave it up stairs, in your trunk ? I went ahead. 

“It avails not to bisect the Inchoate. Even in Inception, the 
Monad is Dual and Trial. I tend, thou Tendest she attends, 
Creation globed and orbed radiates the Multiple. I collogate—and 

ass !’’ 
' Party broke up—Covustn euchred—Winow walked solemnly out— 
as she reached door, began to hum psalmishly—as we got out, 
hum louded up into the old song : 


‘* My grandfather was such a wonderful man, 
Flang, dang, diddle de dang.’’ 


Oh you old darling! Where did you, of all men, ever learn to hold 
up your head among the illuminati? Savn among the prophets !’’ 

“Easy enouge, chicken. Went to school in my boyhood, to 
Prato ALLTALK Skumpore—read the Dial from the word go—and 
Nena Saunt all along. Neversee a roulette ball spin, that I don’t 
recal some of his verses—you never happened to know, did you, 
that the Egyptian priests, played roulette—Horus Apollo—and 
Pascasius Justus—odd and even, Typhon and Isis—ball-world 
spinning eternally in orbit —final judgment——” 

‘‘ Poor creature! He’s gone crazy. Oh this comes of introducing 
you to those dreadful people! Oh Broapwax—do you feel better, 
dear !—look at me—do you know who’s speaking to you? Here— 
smell this cologne—Oh RanpotpH—l’m so glad you’ve come !’? 

So they helped me into private parlor—Winow fanning me, and 
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RanpotpH punching me. I leaned back on sofa, and ejaculated 
feebly : 

‘* Medicine !’’ 

‘* Forty drops, Potty !” 

And Potty Ranpotrs brought out from the side-pocket of his 
pareil partout, or all-over-alike gray travelling-suit a great, jolly, 
smooth-worn, fat, roundy, merry, bewitching shiny, old leather 
bottél—well did we know it, from ancient days, That solemn 
singer of many lays, baying : ‘gobble—obble’ in every land, In a 
tongue which all men understand. Hey ho—landelow! By moon- 
light when the north winds blow, High on the shore or far in the 
ship—Gobblé obble—it goes to the tip—Where they love by the grape. 
or live by the malt-—On the turn of the tide, between fresh and 
salt Far in the forest, or over the bay—‘ Gobble, gobble’ it :ingeth 
alway. 

Now, good fellows, may the Old Scratch pocket you all—or drive 
you all before him, from Murray Hill down to the Battery, and 
kick you off into the East River—or off the Hoboken ferry, towards 
Jersey if ye prefer it—if ye don’t give the Winow credit for saying 
one good thing just here. For the jolly old leather bottél, which 
we knew of old, was of a lighty-whity stone color, below a certain 
line, or brandy and water mark while above, it was of a rich 
chocolate meerschaum brown. And tte Winow seeing this, ex- 
claimed : 

“ DotpHin !’” 

* Well, sister !’’ 

‘*You must have drunk hard at that bottle, & color it so well. 
Keep on! It’s bén culotée now, and ahead of your pipe. Go it 
meerschaum !—brandy flask’s a-gaining on you!’’ 

And with this she held the medicine to my lips, feeling my pulse 
and fanning me. I swallowed. New life seemed to inspire my 
veins—I sot right up on eend—salutiferous. Tbere are times and 
place when brandy wsed simply as a medicine, is beneficial. Rut remem- 

r—only as a medicine. 

‘* How do you feel Broapy !’’ 

‘* Allright, festive !’’ 

‘‘Good—we’ll keep you so. Keep you away from those dreadful 
Intellectuals. Uh’h’h’h!! I shivertothivk of them. Heighho! 


SS B®arng, 
WUAHY 
Ss 


SS 


at 





Tue Granp Wattz or TrivmPa. 


Let’s be jolly! Hang care, it killed a what dy’e callem! Tol lob de 
rido! Vive la compagnie! Let’s go to supper, and then take a walk 
by the light of the moon. 


“ The token that ye Knight hadd brought, 
Ye Ladye sett it all at naught, 
Down att her Feete she lett it fall. 
And wrathfullie turned her withal.”’ 
Sir Ecer. Sir GRaEME, and Sir GRay-STEEL. 





Were left behind next morning of course. Ranpouen taken sick 
—groans—lay dramatically on sofa—face chalked. Wrnow in sal- 
ammoniac tears—vowed she’d nurse him spite of scandal—come 
FLorENcE NIGHTENGALE Over ’em—Sister Charity—all sorts things. 
Relatives in a severe quarrel—Covusin regarding Wipow’s determina- 
tion as an ‘‘ Apodictic Mi+sion’’—Cameronian Uncle down on it like 
a cart-load of Algerine Zouaves, on a stray hen. All agreed in clear- 
ing out though—’fraid the disease contagious. Grand scene—watched 
’em from window— There, there!” screamed Winow—‘ the car 
riagé is at the door.’’ (General listening.) 

The trunks are going down stairs. Please Ma’am, may I get 
u a 

Pi Wait a minute, Dotray !’’ 

‘*They’re getting into the carriage.’” 

‘* Lie still sister ANNIE.” 

“They’re crying good by !’” 

‘¢ Well—I’m not Brus Bearp, Ranpotruo mio!”’ 

” THey’RE oFF! !’’ 

‘*Go it brother-—time’s up !’’ 

And leaping from sick sofa, Ranpoupn passed arm around Ye 
Sister of Charitie, and waltzed her seventeen times around the 
parlor, as a signal of exultation, and asa volley of joy, fired over 
the departure of the Enemy. It-wasareal triumphal Waltz, Miss, 
and the way they went it, expressed as much as ten thousand 
hurrahs and a tiger—though it had no better music to accompany 
it, than my whis'ling, Go it while you're young in double quick 
time, and hammering the table with my cigar-case : 

Going it like good fellows—bringing it out perfectly ripe, and 
brown and orange, crimson, and plum-red purple. Don’t you 
understand my coloring? ‘‘No,’’ quoth she. Then try one such 
waltz with one such Winow and Jo! it will appear plain as wall 
paper. At any rate you will understand that it wasa great relief for 
we three to be out of the hands of the Philistines and ‘‘slung out on 
the loose’’ again, free to travel and cut up just as we blessed pleased ? 

Long day’s travel this side o’ Buffalo. But we kept alive in 
cars. Riding along. going it strong, with great-hearted Wipow 
a-singing a song. ’Tother side Utica, lady and gentleman got into 
car—Wipow dried up. Ranpo.pen noticed strange lady drop ring— 
went picked it up—offered it back—like anybody. Singular tableau 
—lady jumped up on end, as if shot—grand passion—tremendous 
fireworks. 

‘* How dare you sir, of all men living’’—fierce stare—‘‘ how DARE 
you’’—aquafortis accent on the a—“‘ offer mz again a courtesy after 
our past,’’ or—(voice beginning to quaver)—‘‘ or—oh !—oh !—really 
—I—you’re not the gentleman—I beg pardon—mistaken in the 
person sir.’’ : 

It was a beautiful specimen of simmering down, and drying np 
with all the time finely marked, every note distinct, from the top 
of the crescendo-inuendo, down to the bottom of the diminuendo. 
The effect was greatly increased—protem—by a shot from the 
Winow. 

‘*Why Brancue!—who under the sun did you take him for, 
anyhow,? He isn’t as tall as the Episcopal clergyman—nor as 
stout as your old beau Benperty Bosiy—nor as——’’ 

‘Why to tell the truth Witum,” replied Brancue with an arch, 
queer, very quiet smile which betokened from afar off the bursting 
of a bomb-scll of the most awful and tremendous description— ‘‘ to 
tell the truth, I didn’t take him for anybody in particular but for 
some friend of yours—and any one is pretty safe you know in 
joking with such jolly ducks as you travel with !’’ 

Winow just drew back—gazed straight at Brancus from under 
her eye-brows—rolled her under-lip clear away beneath her lower, 
in open undisguised admiration. RanpoipH and I however respect- 
fully uncovered, bowed our heads low for a minute in attitude of 
adoration, and approaching the lady humbly proffered our hats. 
She acknowledge the homage with the air of a queen familiar with 
such worship. 

‘Well Buancug,” finally exclaimed Wipow—“‘ I’m very glad to 
see you. These are my friends, Messieurs SpuyTeNTUYFEL and 
Ranp——” 

‘Ah! exclaimed Brancue,” visibly affected—‘‘ The Vaniry 
Fairirs. Gentlemen—I have heard of you. I have tollowed 
your footsteps since you quitted Gramercy Park, with a well nigh 
passional attraction, for [ recognize in you two of the Mystic 
Brotherhood of the Riaut Sort. But Wit when did you come 


‘Oh why only on the last chapter. See what a capital likeness. 
Isn't it like me ?”’ 

‘* Perfect my love. But really—I forgot to present—ah—here 
he comes, My brother in law Captain Dick DamBanaer of Moloch- 
ville in Apollyon Co. Maryland.” So the party was made up—and 
a high old party it was. 

If Wipow was Robin Good Fellow, fair witch, or wild She-Fawn 
of merry mischief, what shall I call Brancne! I think the type of 
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LIFE AT SARATOGA. 





Jinkins in Ambush.— REA-LLY, NOW—HERE 18 AN ITEM FOR MY NEXT LETTER TO THE HERALD, 
ScrippLes—“ ASTOUNDING GOSSIP—RUMOR OF APPROACHING MARRIAGE—FASCINATING Miss 
S—m—tu.” 


Bound to take the ‘“‘ Pot.” 


The New Haven Palladium says that a 
“ succotash” electoral ticket has been agreed 
on in the State of Connecticut as the only 
means of defeating the Republicans. Poli- 
tics and the kitchen seem to have come to- 
gether in the Nutmeg State; we shouldn’t 
be at all surprised to hear that they had 
Democratic Corn-Beef-and-Cabbage Clubs up 
that way, too. 





A Great (Eastern) Difference. 


It is well known the folks on the other 
side of the water could not launch the “ big 
ship’’ without making a mess of it. It is 
equally certain they could not lunch the 
passengers here without the same result. 








About Right. 


Op Vox Porvutt says that the practice of 
representing the figure of Justice, with a 
balance in her hands, is now more than ever 
appropriate, since all sorts of Justice, in these 
days, is exceedingly Scaley. 

re < eis. 27 Ame: 
Shakespeare on Lincoln. 


Pll tell thee, [Doveras] half thy power, 
this night, Passing these flats, are taken by 
the tide. These Lincoin washes have devoured 
them. [King John, Act V, Scene VI.] 





Caution—Beware of Cheap Cigars! 


We are grieved to be obliged to announce 
the recent death of the young man in Brook- 
lyn, who endeavored to celebrate the Fourth 
of July, by smoking seventy “ sixes.” 





Ought to be Abolished. 
The Evil Courses of cheap restaurants. 











her face was of some long forgotten Phenician or Etrurian deity of 
primzval laughter—some Medca of Mirth, or Astarte of High Old 
Times, or Mylitta of the days of Brick-worship, when to be a Brick 
was to be holy. Come down from thy throne on Mound Meru, and 
favor us for an instant with thy beauty for a photograph that they 
who see it, may know the type on which BLaycn was modelled. 
Thus endeth Ye Thirde Lesson. 


IIt. 


O mother, for so I judge you to be, 

Pray turn not in silent scorn from me, 

For [ am a woman like unto thee ; 

But the poor are slaves, while the rich are free. 
Sad it is to be so shut out 
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THE SONG OF THE BEGGAR. 





I. 


I sit all day in the crowded street, 

’Mid the sound of wheels and hurrying feet, 

In the sunlight warm, and the cruel sleet ; 

And very hard is my marble seat : 
Hard and cold as the hearts of those, 
Robed in laces and satin clothes, 

Who pass me by as tho’ I were stone ; 

A wonder it is that I have not grown 

To the pavement here, a statue of bone, 

For the wind to wail thro’ and shriek and moan. 
Cold and hunger, bunger and cold ! 
Poverty makes the young look old. 


Il. 


From morning noon, from noon to night ; 
In the broad, bright day, and the wan gas-light ; 
Like a specter gaunt, the children to fright, 
As they wander by—’till my aching sight 
Grows dim with tears at the very thought 
Of my child, mine! her whom I brought 
Into this world of hunger and sin, 
Dying at home! O the dreadful din 
Of these shameless streets !—will it never begin 
To warmer grow, for my blood is thin. 
Cold and hunger, hunger.and cold ! 
Poverty makes the young look old. 








From human creatures round about. 
Sweet lady, I was once young and fair, 
But it seems an age since my frosty hair 
Grew gray and thin from mute despair, 
The still-born offspring of Want and Care. 

Cold and hunger, hunger and cold ! 

Poverty makes the young look old. 


IV. 
The dark night comes, and the stars look down 
From the peaceful skies on the heartless town ; 
On my hopeless woe they seem tu frown 
In their jewel-splendor, so like a crown. 
Pity !—ah, none! in vain I sue 
For a penny, or a crust to chew! 
The streets grow thin, and colder the air ; 
And my heart grows faint as I mount the stair, 
When I think of the chamber, blank and bare, 
And the starving creature that waits me there. 
Cold and hunger, hunger and cold! 
Poverty makes the young look old. 








O. K. with a Bouquet thrown in. 


The other day we learned from a mammoth ‘poster’ that the 
Brothers Lusin appear every evening somewhere or other, we have 
forgotten where, and go through with large quantities of legerde- 
main. If we went to see them, simply from their coincidence of 
name with that of the great perfumer, we should expect something 
Extrait at every performance. 
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Which is preferable, the Post Office Boyd, asof old, or Manned, 
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A NEW “SONG OF A BELLE.” 
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Woman rightly shy have been; 

For Distrust too much encumbers, 
T’ other sex who marriage mean. 


Maidenhood, if thou retainest— 
Sore it irks thy virgin soul. 

Maid thou art—a maid remainest !” 
Better death than such a role. 


Wuart THe Bette Taovert to HERSELF. 


Long the chase—and time is fleeting! 
Our mammas, so strong and brave, 
Often follow a retreating 

Man, with one leg in the grave. 


How those rich young men are cherished 
Who are looking for a wife; 

And the “ dows” who’ve dropt and perished 
Mark the hotness of the strife. 


Wuat rae Bette Saip to THE WomEN. 


Talk to no men, howe’er pleasant, 
Who are not prepared to wed ! 

Choose one who can make a present 
And who’s willing to be led. 


Lives of all fast men remind us 

We can have a jolly time, 

And departing leave behind us 

Bills for “ hats” that were “divine”— 


Bills for “ dry goods,” that some other, 
Knowing that we can’t refrain — 
(Some good-natured friend or brother) 
Paying, we'll contract again. 


If to your dismay and sorrow, 
You are forced these bills to pay. 
Learn to put off till to-morrow, 
What you promised for to-day. 


Tf the world should of you tattle 
Stories of your married life— 

Do not risk a doubtful battle, 
Try and do the martyred wife. 


If perchance you be pursuing 

In the “ German’s” headlong gait, 
What may be your heart’s undoing, 
Swear that ’tis but Kismet—fate ! 





Query for New Yorkers. 


as at present ? 





MORE BRITISH FAIR PLAY. 


Again the American Eagle flaps his wings, and crows a mighty 
crow. The British Lion however, on this occasion, does not roar 
with his usual vigor. Neither is his leonine tail exalted with that 
exaltation of rejoicing and defiance so noticeable on the coming of 
the Great Eastern to these shores. 

Well may that effete old beast slink away. in silence, for the 
glorious Bird of Freedom has just descended from his cloud-capped 
eyrie, and for the thousand-and-oneth time, ‘‘ got him where his 
hair is short.” 

The Lion has been caught again at that old trick of his of finding 
things when they weren’t lost, which, when indulged in by hum- 
bler creatures, is very apt to lead to striped suits and stone bed- 
rooms, seven by three. 

The Lion’s- crack production, the Great Eastern, which for the past 
month we have féted and welcomed as a triumph of English skill 
and perseverance, owes its success ina great measure, as it turns out, to a 
purely American invention. 

It appears that in 1848 a patent was granted to Mr. James 
Elnathan Smith, of Greenport, New York, which secured to him 
‘* the sole right of the combined use of side wheels and steam 
screws in the propulsion of steam vessels.’’ Long before Messrs. 
Brunex & StepHEnson had decided upon the system for the Great 
Eastern's motive power, this invention of Mr. Smrrn’s was tender- 
ed them. Those distinguished engineers turned up their noses and 
dismissed the proposition with the usual English criticism—‘‘ im- 
practicable.”” 

Afterwards Messrs Brunet & SrepHenson changed their minds. 
The American combination was not so ‘ impracticable ’’ after all, 
ani they were only too glad to avail themselves of it. But they 
were not so ready to recognize the source from which they derived 
it. They did not recognize that source at all. Mr. Smrra had con- 
sequently,no share in the praises that were lavished upon Messrs. 
Brunet & SrepHenson in this particular. And his discovery, he had 
also the satisfaction of knowing, was set down as an emanation of 
the great British mind ! 

As the patent laws of the United States are not extended over 
any foreign vessel so as to effect any construction or equipment she 
may bring hither, Mr. Suir had no redress for the injustice that 
had been done him, even when the ‘ big ship ’’ was propelled into 
the port by that very same principle of which he had been robbed. 
But when the Great Eastern went into the excursion business and 
starved people down to Cape May and back, at $10 a head, she lost 
her foreign character, and came within the jurisdiction of our 
laws. 

Here was Mr. Surru’s chance to nip the British Lion. 

He nipped him. 

Last week Mr. JAmes ELNATHAN Smita, brought suit against the 
proprietors of the Great Eastern for an infringement of his patent, 
laying his damages at $50,000. 

And Vanity Farr sincerely trusts that he will get the money. 

As for you Mr. Britisu Lion, to parody the perpetual speech of 
the Englishman in the play, you haven’t any inventions in your 
country. It can’t be expected, you know. You haven’t got the 
inventors! So when you make up your mind to build another 
monster vessel, just have the honesty to send over to this country 
for such ideas of ours as you want, and to pay for them when you 
get them. Don’t wait until you send your ship here and we are 
compelled to mar our enthusiastic welcome of her by the unpleas- 
ant pendant of a law suit, before you deal fairly with the men on 
this side of the water whose quick brains have contributed to your 
success. 

If we were you, Mr. British Lion, and had been discovered in 
such a mean piece of business as this, we should roar as gently as 
any sucking dove for some time to come. 

You may go now. 

= ce ot So 


Exactly So. 


Little PorrerKins writes us that it’s very extraordinary to see all 
the smallest shops in town calling themselves ‘‘ Emporiums,’’ and 
‘¢ Bazaars,’’ and such like. PorrerKins says they do this over on 
the Eighth avenue to an extent that is wonderful. Every little 
tumbledown, ramshackle shanty on that thoroughfare arrogates a 
sumptuous title, and Po TTeRKINs marvels at it. He needn’t, for 
doesn’t Gzorce Law’s railroad ran through that thoroughfare ; 
and doesn’t GzorceE blight and wither everything that he has any- 
thing to do with? Bless you! Porrerkins my boy, the little 
avenue shops struggle up into sight only through their calling 
themselves big names. That’s the Law of their existence. There 
never will be a chance for a real bazaar so long as GrorGx lives. 





The Protectionist’s Motto. 


“ N’importe ?” 























eo SS 


a 
































AUGUST 18, 1869.] 


VANITY FAIR. 89 





CORRESPONDENCE OF VANITY FAIR. 
Our European Lerrer. 
No. 2. 
Hore. D’ Anatererre, Bapen-Bapen, July 30th, 1860. 


Here we are again, at this charming place, drinking hot water 
before breakfast, reading Galignani, or Zschokke, or Heine, in the 
Biichersaal, climbing to the Old Castle, to delight in the marvellous 
panorama of Black forest and winding Rhine, strolling through 
wood paths with gnedige frau HitpecarpE (a widow now, alas— 
she was a maiden in the “ Initials’’)—driving for hours in the 
wierd valley of the Murgthal, or looking over the shoulders of 
everybody, at that tragedy in still life, the demoniacally fascin- 
ating roulette or rouge et noir. I don’t mention the waltzing—that 
would ’nt be proper ; nor the littl Vanity Fair along the avenues 
over the river by the Conversations-haus, as you, the great Vanity 
Farr, might think me personal. 

Pleasant it is for us Republicans to be where there are so many 
titles as here—nobody is without one. Nothing less than a baron 
about—all English are milords, all Americans are Majors, or Colo- 
nels, or Professors, at least. I have written to a friend of the Gov- 
ernor’s to have me made an aid-de-camp, and, on the strength of 
the request (which of course will be granted) have allowed Frep to 
call me General. Even a New-York Alderman might pass here as 
respectable (so long as he was ’nt known) on his title. I trod, 
yesterday, after dinner, on the toe of the Prince LemincEn; and 
as I started back to apologize, knocked the meerschaum out of the 
mouth of the Grand Duke of Otpensure ; it caught in the forty- 
first rib of the skirt of Mrs. AbRanams, the lady of a second-hand 
clothes-dealer, of St. Louis, Mo. 

One ought to know a little of the language, to make acquaint- 
ances, here. Frep had to fight a duel with a student, fresh from 
Heidelberg, with whom he was beginning to be intimate—because 
his friend being a Count, he addressed him in a note as Mein 
Herr, (Sir) instead of Hochgeborener Herr (Highborn Sir)! The 
duel came off with swords, student fashion, minus the gloves and 
leather jacket. F rep, in his unsophistication, would certainly have 
pinked him, but that the seconds knocked up the swords after the 
little finger of the Count shewed blood. In the logic of the duello, 
this was rather an a-Pryor-i than a-Porrer-iori method, was it 
not? 

Speaking of the want of German, a different kind of affliction 
resulted from it in the mind of a protégé of SpurGgon’s, just come 
hither for his health. I overheard his soliloquy, thus: ‘‘ Bad 
place this—worthy of its name; Baden-Baden—double bad—no- 
thing but bad—-from the Baden-scher Hof, down to the bad-wasser, 
and the bad wine, too—very bad indeed—thin vinegar—vin to pay 
—plenty to pay for it, but it don’t pay to drink it. When I came 
here the Bad-meister wanted to put me to sleep in a Bad-haus!! I 
go to see the hot springs, and they take me through a Snake-in 
Garden, and when I get there, they call it hel! Awful country!’’ 

But I must give you some news. Whom do you think I met, 
gazing at the ‘‘ baiser de la vierge,” and standing thoughtfully on 
the oubliette, at the Castle, yesterday? You can’t guess. It was 
Fow er, ex-postmaster of New-York! How did I know him? to 
be sure I never saw him before, but then the descriptions given of 
him by so many persons who saw him in various places, immedi- 
ately after his wonderful escape from Marshall RynDzrs, were all so 
accurate and so alike, one could’nt help knowing him. 

From London, we hear much of the International Statistical 
Congress. Two questions seem especially to have occupied the 
members; Ist: Have we a negro among us? 2d: Is the negro a 
man? Committees having been appointed, the first was reported 
upon by Lord Brovcuam ; the second, by Mr. DELancy, a colored 
delegate, black as the cowleur of the croupier—Professor of Belles 
Lettres, in the University of Dahomey. Lord Brovauam, having 
been somewhat addled by the extreme abstruseness of the first 
question, addressed, by mistake, his report to Mr. Dauuas, instead 
of the Chairman of the meeting ; shewing, as young Lord CuxstTER- 
FIELD is said to have observed, that, if, a New Broom always sweeps 
clean, an Old BrouGHam sometimes, don’t. (N. B.—quite new.) 

A rather singular development of the ‘‘ Idées Napoliennes,”’ is 
now on the tapis. The expedition to Syria has just been announced ; 
but it has long been contemplated. It may not be generally known 
that the popular air, ‘‘ Partant pour la Syrie,” was composed by 
Louis NAPOLEON, while he was in America, expressly in view of this 
campaign. Axsp-EL-KADER was seat to Damascus to foment, 
secretly, a civil war. The programme includes Egypt; and the 
whole domain of the Sultan will then be divided between France, 
Russia, and M. pe Lamarrine. - This carving of Turkey will begin 
about Christmas-time. The great difficulty will be about Jerusa- 


lem ; as Russia and France both want it badly. Sir Moses Monre- 
FioRE will probably be allowed to purchase it, on behalf of the 





Kansas Emigration Society ; the funds being supplied by the con- 
gregation of H. Warp Bregcuer’s church. The editor of the World 
is already canvassing for the office of Mayor of the New Jerusalem. 

By the way, SpurGzon has been here this season. I heard of a charac- 
teristic illustration of the great power of his eloquence. It having 
been announced that he would preach one Sunday in German, at 











3ARON STUMKSIECK. 


the Conversationshaus (part of the Grand Saloon being partitioned 
off for him) so immense was the concourse, that the bank at the 
gaming-tables took in twice as many thalers and florins, not to 
speak of Napoleons and francs, as they had done any other Sunday 
in the season! M. Benezer is said to have offcred to pay SpurGEoN’s 
expenses, if he would preach another week; but he declined ; be- 
ing content with the addition to the Tabernacle fund, of the franc 
a-piece paid for seats to hear his sermon. 

Ihave just made the acquaintance of the young Baron Scuon- 
MUNZNACHBERGHAUS, a relative of the Duke of Nassau, who owns 
the Steinberg vineyards (equal, you know tothe Johannisberg.) He 
introduced me to his cousin, nephew to the late Prince Merrernica, 
now resident at the Chateau of Johannisberg. Over our third 
bottle, the latter, named Count CHaRLEs von StumKsreck, informed 
me, in confidence, that he and the young Baron were about to 
cross the Atlantic in a yacht, to catch Cod fish on the banks of New- 
foundland ; having concluded, from the use of the term “Cod-fish 
aristocracy,’’ that that amusement was the exclusive privilege of 
upper ten thousand in New-York. It is possible that they may 
stop for a short time at New-York and Philadelphia to arrange for 
the disposal of a few baskets of their family wines. It is under- 
stood, however, that Mr. Wo tre will not be their agent; a recent 
German reprint of the ‘‘Mysteries of Udolpho’’ having slightly 
pejudiced them against the renowned Schnapper. 

Much more I have to tell you, about literature, art, science, &c., 
in my next. For to-day, le jeu est fait. Everything I write you, 
my dear V. F., is, you may rely upon it beyond doubt, authentic, 

From yours, truly, 


PRIME. 
anaemia 
What Next ? 
The Tribune in reply to some statements made by the Journal of 
Commerce, says :—‘‘ The Journal economizes the truth.’ 


Who ever expected to see sucha polite synonym for lying as 
this, in the outspoken Tribune. : 
ese eee 
Conundrum, by the Most Fiendish Person Connected With Our 
stablishment. 
What variety of bat is most nearly allied to the birds ? 
A-cro-bat, of course. 
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A PROFESSIONAL OPINION. 


Policeman.—‘‘ Oi¥ tHe Grass, Sin—KEEP OFF THE GRASS! ” 


Professor. (triumphantly) ‘‘Gra-s, YoU QUEER MAN?—THERE ISN'T A BLADE OF GRASS HERR? THE HERBAGE IN THESE New-York 
PARKS, CONSISTS EXCLUSIVELY OF ARMONICA TRIVIALIS AND CUSACOLA COMMUNIS, WITH AN OCCASIONAL PATCIL OF GARAFRAXA LATIFOLIA !”’ 
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THE P. O. POTHER. 


Once upon a time, strange as it may appear, the city of New 
York had among its other more or less valuable properties, a com- 
plete set of Post Office Regulations. If, however, things go on as 
they have gone on for the past month, the wretched metropolis 
wiil, very shortly, be left without a Regulation to its back. An old 
regulation that is, for of new ones there isnoend. Postmaster- 
General Holt and New York Postmaster Dix turn out, we believe, 
any quantity of these latter every day. 

But the people of New York, stupid and obstinate people that 
they are, do not see the use of these new Regulations that have 
been so kindly made for them by Postmaster-General Holt and New 
York Postmaster Dix. They say, these stupid and obstinate peo- 
ple do, that the new Regulations are annoying ! that they are com- 
plicated! ! That, in point of fact, they are raving and incompre- 
hensible Regulations! ! ! : 

** Because why ?”’ 

‘* Why, because,’’ say the people, “‘ we have now to pay one cent 
on every letter that is carried to the General Post Oflice, where, 
under the old Regulations, we paid nothing ; because we are sub- 
jected to the trouble, trifling in some instances, burdensome in 
most, of putting two different kinds of stamp on every letter that 
we send by the city boxes through the mail; because we are com- 
pelled, will we, nill we, to rely upon the promptness and dispatch, 
of the U. S. carriers, who are neither reliable nor fleet, and are 
denied the Boyp who was both ; because, last and most important 
1eason of all, we have no confidence in the government slow- 
ccaches, and when we relinquish a city letter to a lamp-post box, 
have no more idea that it will reach its destination until two or 
three days ‘afterward than that Coxe ‘‘can keep a hotel’’ or that 
the One-hundred-and-five-thousand-dollar Committee is honest.”’ 

Such isthe Vox Populi. And daily is the V. P. heard through 
the press. Every daily paper contains its quota of letters from the 
citizen—the citizen indignant, or the citizen plaintive—imploring 
or praying that his Borp be returned to him. For with Boyp 
bliss comes also. 





And why not Bory? asks Vanity Fair. Boyp ‘‘ boon to the 
community,”’ as the Herald calls him? Boyp, in whom we all put 
our trust ? Boyp with his fifty faithful carriers, and his business 
of $70,000 per annum ? 

Is General Joun A. Dix, Postmaster of the City of New York, so 
great and omniscient a person that he can be nothing benefitted by 
the counsel of Mr. Boyp, of Boyn’s City Post ? The citizens of the 
daily protest'and the diurnal wail seem to think not. The Herald 
seems to think not. The Jerald even goes so far as to call Dix a 
‘* plundering bungler.” We refrain from siding with the J/erald 
for we have hopes of Dix yet. We hope that he will extend the 
right hand of fellowship to Bory. That he will make him Super- 
intendant of the City Delivery that he (Boyp) understands so well. 
That Drx and Boyp, finally, may become as one man. 

And why may they not? With the exception of the private ex- 
presses, likely as it now appears, letter-writing will not altogether 
die out. Still from Wall street will old Guspins find occasion to 
indite to his estimable spouse in far Twenty-third, those words 
‘* Chops and tomato sauce at six,’ which coming to BARDELL, relict 
from Pickwick, bachelor, represented such an amount of myste- 
rious fondness ; while young Joun, of West Washington Place, will 
write as before to ARamintA, of Murray Hill. 

These missives instead of being carried by private expresses, 
Boyn’s and others, will be thrown into the hards of the govern- 
ment carriers, a body of men who have always seemed to have had 
more carrying than they conld possibly attend to. Reinforcements 
will be needed, and here, it is plain, is Mr. Drx’s chance to effect a 
coup demaitre. By engaging the fifty or more men whom his late 
edict has thrown into tbe street, he will combine a prudent official 
measure with a positive act of justice. 

Let him do this and we shall at last have an end in our Post 
Office of what Mr. Porg calls ‘‘ old mismanagements, taxations 
new.” Let him do this and Vanity Farr will be enabled to soothe 
the indignant citizen and the citizen plaintive, soothe him with 
these words more mollifying even than the ‘‘ Soornina Syrup of 
WINsLow : 

‘* There, take Boyp. Bless you. May you be happy.” 
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PORTLANDE’S FOLLIE: 
OR, 


Ye Doleful Lamente of ye Distressed Portlanderes. 


Whyche pre- 
senteth ye dram- 
atis persone, and 
ye Motus of ye 
Songe. 


Whyche beinge 
ye chorusse 
muste bee re- 
peatede aftere 
everie verse. 


Whyche present- 
ethe somme of 
ye peculiarities 
of ye monsterre 
shippe. 


Whyche contin- 
uthe ye descrip- 
tionne of ye 
monsterre 
shippe. 


Whyche is dittoe, 
diltve, as ye laste 
verse, 


Whyche contin- 
uethe to diltoe, 
dittoe 


Whyche con- 
cludethe ye des- 
criptione of ye 
monsterre 
shippe. 


Whyche 
relatethe howe 
ye Portlanderes 
hearde of ye 
greate shippe 
ande herre 
wantes. 


’Tis of ye troubled Portlanders, 
A goodlie companie, 

Ande of ye shippe Greate Easterne, 
Whyche sayled across ye see ; 

A song I will in sadnesse write, 
In sorrowe wille sette downe, 

Of howe she didde deceive usse alle 
Of famous Portlande towne. 

CuorussE— 


Oh! Wickede shippe Greate Easterne, 
Whyche sayled acrosse ye see— 

Whyche sayled acrosse ye oceane deepe, 
But sayl-ed not for we. 


She was a goodlie shippe I weene 
As evere plowed ye mayne, 

So bigge a crafte had ne’er beene seene, 
And ne’er will be agayne, 

Ye grasse it grewe uponne one ende 
Whyle ’tother ende they mowede, 

And whenne itte rayned uponne ye bowes 
Uponne ye sterne itte snowed. 


CHORUSSE. 


Uponne herre decks with gamesomme wyles 
Ye littel lambkinnes played, 

Nor dreamed howe,soone their tenderre skinnes 
Would bee by butchere flayed ; 

And where greene pasturre thickeste grewe 
Were cattel seene to graze; 

It was a straynge ande wondrouse sceene, 
And didde ye world amaze. 


CuoRvssE. 


And wee were tolde by seemenne bolde, 
And landesmenne timide too, 

That “deepe withinne herre bowelles darke 
Straynge monstrouse creatures grewe ; 

Confined in everlastinge gloome— 
Ye firemanne so sterne 

Watched daye and nighte ye fires brighte 
That they should evere burne.”’ 


CHORUSSE. 


“And there ye stokerre stoketh yette 
The firemanne stille dothe fire ; 

To make ye bigge shippe fastere goe 
Is all ye twayne desire. 

A score of steersmenne steere ye wheele, 
Five hundredde watche eache maste, 

And fiftie more they heave ye leade 
Whenne shee is sayling faste.” 


CHORUSSE. 


“Qh! Shee is long and shee is highe, 
And shee is deepe, I trowe, 
And once a week a ponie-mayle 
Brings tydinges from beloe ; 
Ande when they hoyste ye bannerre uppe 
Uponne a pleasant daye, 
They putte it in a great balloone 
Ande sende it on its waye.” 


CHORUSSE. 


And so strange tales were told to us 
Ot aunciente Portlande towne, 

Aboute this monsterre of ye sees, 
This jewelle in ye crowne; 

Ande howe shee soughte a harboure fitte, 
To laye her lengthe alonge— 

A harboure deepe—a harboure wide— 
Shutte in bye barrieres stronge. 


CHORUSSE. 





Whyche tellethe 
of ye harboure 
of aunciente 
Portlande. 


Whyche re- 
latethe of ye 
message sente 
to yemammothe 
shippe by ye 
aunciente towne 
of Portlande. 


Howe ye shippe 
accepted ye in- 
vitatione, ande 
howe ye citie 
prepared to re- 
ceive herre. 


Whyche re- 
latethe ye va- 
riouse precau- 
tiones taken bye 
ye wyse citizens 
of Portlande. 


Of ye monies 
expended bye ye 
distressed Port- 
landeres. 


Whyche 
showethe ye 
truthe of ye olde 
proverbe. 


Howe shee didde 
notte sayle. 


Howe shee 
sayled atte laste. 
ande ye ende of 
ye songe. 








a! Ha! We knewe oure harbouredeepe, 
HWe knew oure harboure wyde, 
e knewe uponne its surface broade 
Tenne thousande shippes might ride ; 
Tenne thousande fathommes farre belowe 
We knewe was waterre yette, 
In manie a longe yeare ’s soundynges 
No bottomme hadde we mette. 
CHoRvssE. 


We sente acrosse ye oceanne wyde 
A shippe bothe stronge ande fleete, 

To saye to this majesticke crafte, 
Whenevere theye shoulde meete: 

“Come, followe us, bolde Brytisshe shippe, 
Come, followe us amayne, 

And we wille showe you suche a lande 
You ne’er shalle see agayne.” 

CHORUSSE. 


Theye sente us worde that theye woulde come 
Ande teste oure harboure large, 

Ande we to studie bente ourselves 
To proffitt bye ye charge. 

We built a monsterre piere from oute 
Oure towne into ye see, 

That shee mighte laye her lengthe alonge, 
Ande comfor-ta-ble bee. 

CHORUSSE. 


Ande rounde aboute it placed we walles— 
Greate walles, bothe stronge ande highe— 
That she mighte be invisible 
To everie humanne eye; 
Eache littel hole we puttied uppe, 
Eache crevice stopped we tighte, 
And whosoe wished ye shippe to see, 
By payinge downe—he mighte. 
CHORUSSE. 
Greate summes we scattered boldlie rounde, 
Oure golde flewe faste ande farre; 
Ande to oure ayde we wiselie tyed 
Ye mightie rail-road-carre, 
To bringe ye curiouse peopel inne, 
Fromme landes bothe neare ande farre 
To see ye greate ande mightie shippe, 
Whyche soone shoulde anchorre here. 
CHoRUSSE. 


Alas! Alas! Oure toyles were vayne, 
We learned howe manie a slippe 
Lies ’twixt ye monie ande ye purse, 
As welle as cuppe ande lippe. 
For yeares we wayted patientlie, 
Ye tydes theye rose ande felle, 
Ande rotted oure greate piere awaye, 
And oure greate walles as welle. 
CHORUSSE. 


She didde not sayle—she could not sayle, 
We feared she nevere woulde. 

Ah! Hadde we knowne herre treacherie 
We'd hope she nevere shoulde. 

But welle she didde rewarded gette 
For alle herre sore deceite, 

For suche an unsuccessfulle crafte 
We nevere chanced to meete. 


CHORUSSE. 


At lengthe shee sayled acrosse ye see, 
But not for Portlande Bay, 
She founde another Lande to Port, 
A Port to Lande theye saye. 
In Newe Yorke Harboure close and smalle 
She throwes awaye herre tyme, 
Whyle not a manne in Yankeedomme 
Has mayde from herre a dyme. 
CrorvssE : 


Oh! Wickede shippe Greate Easterne, &c. 
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THE CASE OF FRANCISCO CASANOVA, AMERICAN 
CITIZEN. 








———--——_ ARDINAL ANTONELLIT, ev- 
ery one must agree, is a nice 
man. 

We cannot say that the Cardinal is a ‘‘ nice young man,”’ because 
history tells us that he was born in 1806, and we have noticed that 
people who came into the world about that time, have not such a 
juvenile appearance as formerly. 

Still, the Cardinal isa nice man. A nice man to introduce into 
the bosom of your family. A nice man, too, for a small tea-party. 
To be sure, as regards this, Epmonp Axovt, in the ‘‘Roman Question,” 
begins his chapter on the Cardinal with this sentence : 

‘» He was born in a den of thieves.” 


—a statement which might, perhaps, induce the giver of a tea- 
party, at which the Cardinal was present, to keep an eye on the 
spoons, were it not that the assertion must be set down as a pleas- 
antry of M. Asour’s. For is it not of G1racomo ANTONELLI, Sub- 
Vicar of Christ, Cardinal of the Holy Catholic Church, Secretary 
General of the Interior, and Minister of Finance to the Papal States, 
that he would have us believe this thing? 

When, in another part of the same chapter, M. Axnovut, describ- 
ing this holy man’s personal appearance, says that : 

‘* His heavy jaw, his long, fang-like teeth, and his thick lips express the grossest 
appetites, and give you the idea of a minister grafted on a savage.’’ 

We must attribute the portraiture to that malicious playfulness 
whieh is so characteristic of the modern French author. 

That our readers may judge for themselves what manner of 
man is ANTONELLI, that they may recognise his goodness and worth 
to the fullest extent, we shall take the trouble of laying before 
them the case of one Francisco Casanova, a naturalized American 
citizen, and of dilating upon the charming hospitalities he received 
at the hands of His Holiness, on his return to Rome from these 
United States. 

By last week’s European mails, we have intelligence of the flat- 
tering reception that was extended to our adopted fellow-citizen. 
It is given in the Italian correspondence of the London Times. 

Casanova, it seems, set out frum Boston, Mass., for Genoa, some 
time in the year 1853. Arriving in the last-named city, and wish- 
ing to proceed to Rome, probaby for the purpose of revisiting his 
home, and clasping, once more, the hands of those near and dear 
ones from whom an emigrant’s hard lot had separated him ; he 
travelled on until he came near Viterbo when he was kindly advised 
by M. le Cardinal’s agents, not togo any further. The outrageous 
and revolutionary idea of being again with friends and family, 
urged him on. As it was now evident that Casanova had set his 
mind upon visiting the Eternal City, M. le Cardinal’s agents deter- 
mined to humor him, and, accordingly, took him under their pro- 
tection, and carried him on to Rome. Arriving there, they kindly 
placed at his disposal an appar!ment in the Carcere Nuovo, which, 
a3 ous readers who have ‘‘ made the tour’’ know, is a charming 








residence. And in that year of 1853 it was especially charming, 
for M. le Cardinal’s agents had fitted it up, expressly for the occa- 
sion, with all the modern improvements known, in the way of 
stone cells, steel boots, thumb-screws, racks, and those other little 
conveniences which, as the advertisements say, ‘‘no family should 
be without.” 

Here our American citizen remained for two years, during which 
time the hospitalities of his host, the Cardioal, were literally pressed 
upon him. For the first three months he passed the best part of 
his time, say twenty-three hours out of twenty-four, in an apart- 
ment which must be rendered dear to him by many pleasing recol- 
lections.* For it was here that M. Je Cardinal's agents, with that 
delightful urbanity which forms so charming a characteristic of M. 
le Cardinal’s agents everywhere, sought to vary the monotony of 
Casanova’s stay among them, by such diversions as ‘ binding his 
hands and arms together, and then by ropes tied round the upper 
part of the arms, drawing them back until his breast protruded, 
and his boned sounded ‘ crick—crick.’ ”’ 

Who shall say, after this, that a Roman Committee of Reception 
is not capable of entertaining its guests in style? Bootzand Baciey 
do very well, perhaps, for these latitudes, but they cannot hold a 
candle to M. le Cardinal’s agents. 

The ecstatic nature of the visions which hovered over the couch 
of the visitor from Boston, Mass., may be inferred, when the 
reader learns ‘‘ that at night, while sleeping, his door was secretly 
opened, and buckets of water were thrown over his body.” In 
this action may be traced at once a benevolent and a hygienic 
motive ; for, knowing that the exercise of their guest was necessa- 
rily limited, M. le Cardinal’s agents thus sought to ensure him a 
brisk circulation of the blood, and consequent wholesome regu- 
lation of the bodily functions. 

When those months of daily gymnastics and nightly douches 
had gone by, when for the 90th time his bones had given forth the 
healthful ‘‘crick—crick,” and when the sanitary water-pail begun 
to be borne with the unflinching fortitude of Preisnitz, CASANOVA 
was removed to another apartment in the princely mansion of the 
Carcere Nuovo. This second lodgement was called the Salon del 
Preti. It was a large, airy room, and in it, for some reason known 
only to his hosts, the beneficient stench was omitted. Evidently 
M. le Cardinal’s agents had begun to lack in attention to their 
guest. 

In the Salon del Preti, our American citizen was invited to re- 
main for a year or two. As, owing to an idiosyncracy on the part 
of one of M. le Cardinal’s agents, the door to the Salon del Preti 
was always locked on the out-ide, and its windows guarded by iron 
bars, our American citizen accepted the invitation, and remained 
there twenty-one months. 

In the summer of 1855, Casanova’s Amphytrions, doubtless im- 
pressed with the responsibility that rested upon them, ia the matter 
of their guest’s health, took him with them on a pleasure jaunt to 
sunny Naples, for a change of air. 

In Naples the party took up its abode in the Vicaria, and after- 
wards in the San Francisco. The vulgar outside crowd only know 
of the Vicariaand the San Francisco as prisons, but in the case 
of Casanova, no good old English manor-house could have vied 
with them in hospitable train. In Naples, our American traveller 
remained somewhat longer than he had anticipated. The term of 
his residence in that festive city, was four and a half years. During 
the greater part of these four and a half years, Casanova lived in 
a room in which the cheering stench of his old apartment in the 
Carcere Nuovo was returned to him—returned to him with interest, 
even. 

As his party had gone back to Rome, and entirely forgotten to 
provide him with funds, it is not strange that Francisco soon fell 
into the condition of many another stranger in a foreign land. An 
impecunious condition. But his kind-hearted hosts would not 
hear of his depriving himself of any little luxury on this account, 
and most graciously allowed him the privilege of selling such of 
his clothes as he could best dispense with. Casanova’s object in 
this, was, it seems, to procure more costly diet than that which the 
table of the San Francisco afforded him. The stomach that had 
been pampered by the ‘‘ high living’’ of the Salon del Preti must 
be humored! To gratify these gluttonous proclivities, we are told 
that when CasAnova’s resources as to vestments had given out, he 
even went so far as ‘‘ to sell his black bread to have a little salt to 
sprinkle over his beans!’’ And yet we donot learn that his courte- 
ous hosts took offense at this Lucullus-like trait! 

Neither did they deny him the luxury of the Oriental bath, for 
the printed account says that the M. le Cardinal’s guest, ‘‘ for pur- 





*A description of this fascinating locality is thus given by the Zimes Corres- 
pondent : 

‘¢ The worst torture, however, was the prison itself, a room into which a few 
rays of light struggled from above, and the stench of which, for it had been used 
by the goalers as a privy—was as bad as death.” 
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poses of cleanliness, used to dip one of his own rags in a jug of drink- 
ing water and wash some portions of his body.” 

In the San Francisco, moreover, Casanova was not denied all 
company, as he had been during his stay in Rome. We read that 
at night, his sleep was enlivened by ‘‘ black beetles, fleas, lice,’”’ and 
other lively visitors. The costume, too, of our fellow-citizen, 
during the four winters and five summers that he remained in 
Naples, was of that light, and, airy description which isso especially 
adapted to the climate. 

‘He might have stood as a model for Lazarus risen from the tomb. The lower 
part of his body was covered witha thin pair of linen drawers, nothing more. On 
his feet was a pair of shoes, with soles and upper leather all in holes. He had no 
shirt, but over the upper part of his body, was thrown a rag, something like a 
common kitchen towel, one corner of which he had placed on his head, as the 
long elfin locks which had not been cut for many years, hung down over his neck 
and shoulders.”’ 


Only one fault have we to find with the genial San Franciscans. 
They did not provide sufficient exercise for their distinguished 
visitor. In the kindly fear, perhaps, of over exerting him, they 
suffered him to fall into a deplorable inactivity. No longer did 
his frame glow from the nocturnal bucket, and the “‘ crick—crick’’ 
of joyous health had departed from him forever. What wonder 
then that when, last month, he left the good San Franciscans, or 
rather when the good San Franciscans left him to avoid the conse- 
quences of any unpleasant feelings that might exist between them- 
selves and GaRIBALDI, in the event of that rebel’s taking the city 
and gutting the San Francisco and the Vicaria with it, what wonder 
then, we say, that this lack of wholesome exercise should make 
Francisco Casanova look ‘‘ more like a brute beast than a Christian 
man ?”’ 

But here, in despair, we renounce all further attempt at irony ; 
the bitterest would fail to convey a tithe of the loathing that fills 
one as he reads this record of inhumanity and injustice. The heart 
sickens at the thought that in this 19th century of boasted civiliza- 
tion, and in a Christian land, a helpless fellow-creature can be sub- 
jected to such tortures. ‘Tortures, the details of which we shrink 
from giving in their entirety, and whose full horrors, no printed 
report can portray. For what pen can describe the utter misery 
and desolation of Francisco Casanova, during those seven long 
years in which he 

*¢ wore a tyrant’s chain, 
Tamed and made companions of the mouse 
And spider, lavishing on noisome things, 
Affections meant for men.” 


Who can tell what desperation was his at the thought that never 
again in life, perhaps, should he see the mother whose days were 
embittered by his absence? The mother who during the years 
that his bones were wearing themselves a couch in the flint of his 
dungeon in the Carcere Nuovo, may have been weakening the feeble 
tenure she held upon life in the vain longing for her son—and all 
within a stone’s throw of his prison ! 

But ‘‘ Our Dear Correspondent’ does not deal in such matters, 
and we can know nothing of that Roman fire-side, darkened by 
seven years of disappointment and dread surmise, nor of the mental 
agony of him whose coming would have brought joy and gladness 
in its train. We can but picture to ourselves vaguely, we who 
have fathers and mothers, sisters and brothers ever with us, what 
those seven years must have been. 

And it is while limning these two scenes of human misery that, 
as the eye rests upon this passage in the prisoner’s statement : 

‘< T was the prisonor of the Cardinal Secretary ANTONELLI ;”’ 
we wonder whether that arch-fiend and tormentor, will ever be 
brought to account here below for the wrong he has wrought 
Francisco Casanova. When in a year not long gone by, the 
Austrian tyrant sought to take Micnae. Koszra, a naturalized 
American citizen, back to his deathly embrace, an InGRAHAM was 
found to snatch him from that odious fate, and an American public 
to applaud the bravery of the act. In 1853 there was no INGRAHAM 
to protect Francisco Casanova, the Koszta seized by the Italian 
tyrant AnroneLiI. And in 1860, we fear, there is no one among 
his adopted fellow-countrymen who, having the power, will avenge 
him. No one who in the name of humanity even, putting aside 
the claim of fellow-citizenship, will demand or obtain redress for 
this crying wrong. We cannot hope that the Chief Magistrate of 
these United States will interfere in the matter; that Presidential 
Telic is already too much taken with devising new schemes of 
vengeance, to be executed upon the author of the Saunpsr’s letter, 
and other dignitaries to him inimical. How can he be expected to 
givea moment’s thought to the grievanc.'s of an obscure citizen like 

Francisco CaSANova ? 
But in the conquering Hero of Italy we may, perhaps, put our 
trust. That Garratt will not suffer the Bompa of Papacy to go 


unwhipped of justice, is a hope we still cherish. And when the 

















Liberator, at the head of his victorious army, points with his good 
sword towards Rome, and utters the war cry: ‘‘ Down with Anto- 
NELLI !” that the god of battles may, in that hour, be with him 
and aid him, is the prayer nearest the heart of VAniry Farr. 


—— 
THE DECADENCE OF ‘‘ BLOOD.” 


Puitaverruia, August 6th, 1860. 
Ed, Vanity Fair. 


Y Dear Sm: 
—I am a car- 
rier of ‘Blood.’ 
“Blood” is 
an institution 
in  Philadel- 
phia. Blood 
is also an in- 
stitution in all 
aristocratic 
communities. 
But I do not 
refer to that 
species of 
Blood, which 
is uniformly 
red, since 
the ‘‘Blood” 
of which I 
speak is, at 
this crisis, 
somewhat 
blue. allude 
to the ‘City 
Dispatch’ of 
that name. 

You are, 
possibly, al- 
though a resi- 
( dent of New- 
York, aware of the recént declaration by the P. 0. Department at 
Washington, that the streets of Philadelphia were, and should hence- 
forth be ‘‘ Post-Routes,’’ and forbidding the carrying of letters and 
other missiles by other than the ‘constituted authorities.” This 
despotic and unconstitutional act has emphatically stirred up our 
“Blood.’’ Ithas, in fact, vampire-like, sucked our “Blood.” It draws 
its very life, in short, from our unhappy “Blood.” Now, Sir, “Blood” 
cannot, really, stand this tyrannous and unwarrantable interruption 
of its every course. ‘‘Blood’’ is resolved to run on in its old 
tracks, spite of the Antiphlogistic Department. But there is a 
difficulty. A strange, hidden, fantastic difficulty. And it is with 
the hope that your omniscience may suggest a remedy for this 
obstacle, that I now, in the name of the entire brotherhood of 
‘*Blood,”’ address you. ‘The difficulty is this: Damaged perhaps 
by the awful threats which the Department, regardless of expense, 
has caused to be posted as hand-bills upon the lamp-posts of this 
city, the public—naturally timorous, as you know—have, to an 
alarming extent, ceased to uphold ‘‘ Blood.’’ They affect to doubt 
the force of ‘‘ Blood.” Scorning all tradition, they dare to say that 
‘‘ Blood is, or soon will be extinct, played out. Our occupation, 
like that of a somewhat occasionally quoted person, is gone ! 

Our “ Blood” fairly stagnates, Sir! while, with fiendish malice, 
the myrmidons of Departmental Power, riot through our streets in 
legions, laden with the ill-gotten spoils of their momentary 
triumph. Under these circumstances, I, in the name of cvery 
genuine ‘ Blood,’’ appeal to you. What are we todo? Shall we 
tamely submit to this tyranny, or shall we heroically devote the 
every current of our dearest ‘‘ Blood,’’ to restore it to its wonted 
channels ? 

I await your reply with feelings easier &c., &c., than &c. And 
remain anxiously your obedient servant, 

Tue VoIce OF ‘* -:00' 
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A Pity. 


The opponents of the Sewing Machine Monopoly think that 
they can defeat the great monopolist in his application for an ex- 
tension of patent, but the trouble is that they don’t know Howe. 


eet 
The Tax-Payer’s Soliloquy. 


The Ends of Justice here no more remain, 
An End of Justice only can we claim ! 
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A SKETCH IN THE ELYSIAN FIELDS. 


Esthetic Friend.—You HADN’T OUGHTER GONE AND TOOK OFF THE MOUSTARCHERS, Corey, 


THEY CIVE SUCH A CHAR-dc-TER TO THE FACE. 


| On Finding Bryant Wearied out. in the 
Editorial Chair. 
Forsake thy Post for rural stations, 
We grieve to view thy haggard look ; 
And banish, henceforth, all translations 
Except thine own—from Nature’s Book 








Discovery for Counter-Jumpers- 


Jenks has ascertained that many of the 
Chicago Zonaves are clerks in stores. Re- 
flecting upon this fact, we hold out hope to 
all mercer's and dry-good’s clerks, of making 
efficient Zouaves. Are they not more or less 
accustomed to “ drillings?” “Go in,” Count- 
er-jumpers, like men! 





Singular Coincidence. 


The bill to pay the expenses of the Japanese 
Embassy in New York passed the Board of 
Aldermen on Tuesday night. 

So did every member of the Police—and 
as yet—“ No arrests have been made.” 





What Every Good Parisian is Bound to 
Support. 
The Widow and the Orpheon. 





Anything but “a Light, Fantastic Toe.” 


The one which detains the Ferry Boat 
you ran so hard to catch. 





No Such Luck. 


We read in the papersof the arrest of Jamrs 
BucHanan Cross, the notorious forger, and 
sigh when we think that cross James Bucu- 
ANAN, the notorious nobody, cannot possibly 
be arrested for some seven months to come. 








THE PLAINT OF A COUNTRYMAN. 
In tux JersEys, August Ist, 1860. 


To the Editor of Vanity Fair :—I admit that I live in the country 
and am not much used to city ways, and in admitting this, I am 
perhaps admitting that I’m green. But never mind that. I have 
a grievance to complain of, and I know your sympathetic nature 
well enough to be assured you will not deny me a hearing. 

The other day, I went down to New-York—mainly to ree the 
Great Eastern, but not wholly for that, for I wanted to do some 
shopping for Jrrusua, (JerusHA is my wife) and buy a melodeon 
for my Saraw Jang. I don’t very often travel in the cars, and 
their motion always gives me a headache, so I suppose I was stupid 
when I landed at Courtland-street, and perhaps I acted strangely, 
I don’t know. At any rate, the noise did confuse me, and I didn’t 
like the bad smells that surrounded me. However, I got safely 
into a stage and paid my fare, as I saw everybody else paying theirs, 
and got on very well till we came out upon Broadway. There the 
driver stopped for a spell to telegraph to some folks whom he 
thought wanted to ride, and a‘ter waiting a while we went on. 
But for my complaint. It is this: 

Why do city folks always laugh at country people 2? 

Iam sure I thought it was all right to try to shut that omnibus 
door behind me when I got in. Somebody might have tumbled 
out if the door had stood open—mightn’t they? In the country, 
we always shut the door behind us when we get into a four-horse 
stage. Why shouldn’t we do it in a two-horse one? And why 
the deuce don’t your stage-men put a handle on their doors? It is 
very strange that theydo not. I declare to you I have been nearly 
pitched out, several times, by the driver’s carelessness in bumping 
over a big stone, when his door-strap was very slack. And once, 
when I tried to hold the door to, some young scamps with garrote 
collars, who sat opposite me, told me to ‘‘ let the door alone,’’ and 
added with a great deal of impertinence : ‘‘ Guess you’re from the 
country, ain’t you ?’’ 

Now, dear Vanrry, I am a countryman, as I told you, but I think 
I know a thing or two, for all that; and I do not like to be laughed 
at. I wonder how those young snobs would look up here on my 
farm, trying to hoe my big field of corn, or to pick the big straw- 











berries that grow in June on the half-acre patch in my back-garden, 
or for that matter, in being anything that is useful. Id like to 
see them, that’s all. I reckon that then the laugh would be on 
my side. But that warn’t all. When I went to Stewart's to buy 
some fixings for my wife, the clerks held up their heads loftily at 
me, and some of them snickered because I mistook a Foulard for a 
Barege. I couldn’t know the difference couldI? I am nota 
woman, and I was trying to please my wife, by getting her the 
articles she had asked me for. It’s a man’s duty to please his wife, 
is it not? I don’t think it was fair of Srewart’s clerks to make 
game of me. I d like to see them hoeing my potatoes. 

And again, I tried to buy a nice melodeon for my parlor, a sin- 
gularly sweet and playful instrument, you will acknowledge, my 
dear Editor, and eminently fitted tor playing the light and airy 
waltzes and polkas in which young people like my Saran JANE 
delight. At the music-store, an upstart clerk scanned my hcavy 
boots, and winked at a fellow behind the counter when he viewed 
my home-made pantaloons; and then he tried to put off upon me 
a hundred-dollar instrument for one worth $150; for I meant to 
spend this last-named amount and give my child something that 
was really good. I was indebted at last to the Musical World man 
for the choice of myinstrument. I had a slight acquaintance with 
him, for he came up to my place three years ago to drink butter- 
milk all one summer for his health, and we had got quite friendly 
together. He didn’t laugh at me. 

May be Ihave taken too much of your room—but I was full, 
and had to relieve myself. I should like to see those clerks in the 
music-store running a horseback-race with my daughter Saran 
JANE! 

Moral—To all clerks and young people: Don’t laugh at a man 
because he tries to shut the omnibus-door, and remember that 
home-made trowsers carry pockets that are not altogether destitute 
of dimes, if their wearer doesn’t possess all the graces of metro- 
politan society. Truly your fricnd and servant, 

JEDEDIAH FARMER. 
= gg tee, ee 
In a great Strait- 
The Ship of State. 
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THE NEW ILLUSTRATED 
HUMOROUS AND SATIRICAL 
JOURNAL. 


OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 


“The Punch of America.”’—N. F. Herald, Jan. 19 

** If such a work can succeed, Vanrry Farr will and 
ought todo so. It has a good corps of writers, whose 
contributions promise to be set on a hill and shine ac- 
cordingly.”---N. Y. Tribune. 

“Vanity Far is the best experiment of the tind yet 
made in the country The paper has already coniain- 
i many things worthy of Punch in his brightest days, 
nor is this surprising when it is known that some of the 
best wits and most graceful writers in the country con- 
tribute to its pages.” —N. Y. Evening Post. 

“ There is a good deal in a name, and this name is, 
to our mind, better than Punch. The illustrations in 
Vanity Farr have been the best ever produced ina 
comic paper in this country. They are beautifully 
drawn, carefully engn. ved, and not so entirely spoiled 
in the printing as, in many illustrated papers, wood- 
cuts are spoiled on the press. If this paper shall con- 
tinue, as it has begun, to take a high meral tone, to 
keep its pages scrupulously free from the too common 
wit whose only point is its vulgarity, toattack fearlessly 
and conscientiously the follies of the times, there will 
be a fair chance of its pushing its way to success and 
fame.”’—Zhe Independent (N. Y*) 

“The object of Vanrry Farr is a good one, and the 
parties engaged in it, so far as we are informed, are 
admirably qualified for their work.’”—N. F. Saturday 
Pres," 

“This new comic paper has passed the trying ordeal 
of success, and is most decidedly entitled to the sup- 
port of all those who love pure wit, dashed off from 
the pen or pencil.”"—N. ¥. Daily News. 

“There is vim in Vantry Farr. Its illustrations are 
equal to those wh.ch have made Punch a power in the 
metropolis of England ; and in fun, piquancy of man- 
ner, terseness and humor it equals its great trans-At- 
lantic cotemporary.”’—NV. ¥. Dispatch. 

“ Especially creditable, both in matter and appear- 
ance.”—N. Y. Sunday Times. 

** Its illustrations are superior to any that have here- 
tofore appeared. . . . . The literary portion of the 
number is varied and entertaining.’’—Boston Courier. 


‘Vanity Fair promises life and usefulness.”,—V. YF. 


“ Vantry Farr bids fair to become one of the ‘ pe- 
culiar institutions’ of the day.”—N. VY. Sunday Mer- 
cury. 

“That would certainly be a very mild criminal code 
which should prescribe nothing worse to take than 
Vanity Fark. We wouldn’t mind being shut up our- 
selves, for a time, in such companionship.’’—National 
Anti ndard. 

‘* Tt greatly excels any similar American publication, 
and is quite equal to Charivari or Punch.’’—American 
Republic (Macon, Ga.) 

‘Pungent and humorous, and shows much ability in 
its editorial management.’’—Louisville Journal. 

‘The whole affair is exceedingly clever.””—Philadel- 
phia Evening Bulletin. 

‘There is no small degree of smartness in Vanity 
Far.’’—Philadelphia Press. 

‘* Vantry Fair is the most piquant of hebdomadals. 
We could wish that it might sweep out of existence 
every other comic periodical we have.’’—Buffalo Daily 
Courier. 


* Far in advance of any similar publications which 
have heretofore appeared in this country.””—New 
Hampshire Gazelle. 

‘* The original articles possess much greater merit 
than we usually find in journals of this class.”’—Port- 
land Transcript. 

“Tt bids fair te be very popular, and gives evidence 
of a high order of literary and artistic talent.’’—Hun- 
terdon (N. J.) Republican. 


“Though scarcely two months old, ‘It stalks the 
earth and awes the world around.’ Its Illustrations 
tinge even the cheeks of Punch. Its onslaught on 
vice and folly makes it a terror to knaves and fools.””— 
Justice Whitley’s Circuit Judge. 

‘We heartily welcome Vanrry Fam to our literary 
repast, and shall look greedily for each weekly num- 
ber.”’—Architects’ and Mechanics’ Journal. 

“Capital and full of fun.”’—Cincinnati Commercial. 

‘Comes nearer the object than any of its predeces- 
sors.’’—Newark Daily Advertiser. 

_“* One of the cleverest and brightest papers of the 

tind... .. The wittiest writers and artists of New- 
York contribute to it.””—Providence Journal. 





“This is the first really clever comic and satirical | OW TO SWIM:—A GUIDE FOR 


journal we have had in America—and really clever it 
is. It is both sharp and good-tempered, and not | 
afraid to say that its soul is its own—which shows that | 
it has a soul. Our readers will be glad to know where 
they can find native fun that has something better in | 
it than mere patois.’»— Atlantic Monthly. | 

“This paperis excellent. . . . . Remarkable for orig- | 
inality.”—. Y. Traveller. | 

“Vanity Fair is conducted by a vivacious, witty and 
intelligent corps of journalists.’’—Litchfield - (Conn.) 
Enquirer. 


‘¢ Will wield as potent an influence as that of the | 
London Punch.’’—Boston Traveller. } 


“Whoever finds himself laughing at the wit of | 
Vantry Farr, and does not return a quid pro quo. is fit | 
for ‘treasons, stratagems, and spoils.’’’—V. Y. Crayon. | 


| 
SPECIAL NOTICE. 


The very marked and flattering success which has 
thus far attended the publication of 


VANITY FAIR, | 
Enables the publisher to announce that with the com- | 





mencemcnt of the Second Volume, issued this day, | — ——— 


30th June, New Features, both Literary and Artistic, | 
will be introduced, which will increase the value and | 
interest of the paper, and fully maintain the proud 

position unanimously accorded to it, as the leading | 


Comic JouRNAL oF AMERICA. 


VANITY FAIR 
IS ISSUED REGULARLY EVERY WEDNESDAY. 


and is for Sale by all Newsmen, and at the Office 
of Publication, No. 113 Nassau-street, New York. 


TERMS : 
Three dollars per annum, in advance—Six cents sin- 


gle copy. 
TERMS FOR CLUBS: 


Two copies of Vaniry Fam will be sent to one ad- 
$5 00 


dress for - - . - - e * 
Five copies - - : e “ - 1200 
Tencopies - - ° ‘ 20 00 


An Extra copy will be allowed to the getter-up of 
every Club of not less than five copies. 

This paper is Electrotyped, and back numbers may 
be procured at any time. 


TO EDITORS THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY. 
Our exchange list has become so large that we shall 
be obliged to curtail it. Those who desire an exchange 
will please insert the above Special Notice and Terms 
three times, and send marked copies to this office, upon 
receipt of which we will forward the paper for One 
Year. No others will be noticed. 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, 
Publisher for the Proprietors, 118 Nassau-street, 
New-York. 





. See JOB AND NEWSPAPER 
PRINTING. 


+ 





THE UNDERSIGNED having a good assortment of 
type, are ready to contract for 


NEWSPAPER WORK, 


and to receive orders for the printing of 


BOOKS, 
PAMPHLETS, 
CARDS, 
HANDBILLS, 


POSTERS, 
BILLHEADS, &c., 
OF EVERY VARIETY AND STYLE, 
At the lowest Cash Prices. 
WEVILL & CHAPIN, 


VaniTY Fair OFFICE, 
No. 113 Nassau-street 





ALERNERS Only 12 cents. 
HOW TO LIVE. 
A new Hand-Pock of Demestic Economy ; 75 cents. 
THE MOVEMENT CURE. 
An’ Exposition of the Swedish method, with 70 Il- 
ustrations , $1,25. 
HOW TO WRITE, 


How to Talk, How to Behave, and How to Do Business ; 


in paper $1, handsomely bound $1,50. 
THE RIGHT WORD IN THE RIGHT PLACE. 
A,Pocket Lexicon ; 50 cents. 
HOW TO BUILD. 

A manual of Architecture ; 50 cents. 

NEW SELF-INSTRUCTOR IN PHRENOLOGY AND 
PHYSIOLOGY, with 100 Engravings ; 50 cents. 

All works on PHONOGRAPHY, HYDROPATHY, 


| PHYSIOLOGY, and the Natural Sciences furnished by 


FOWLER & WELLS, 
No. 308 Broadway, N. Y. 





ARON BURR’S FIRST LOVE. 


MARGARET MONCRIEFFF, 


OR THE FIR‘T LOVE OF AARON BURR. 

AN INTERESTING 

HISTORICAL 
NOVEL. 
By CHARLES BURDETT. 
1 Vol. $1,25. 

“It is a successful attempt to invest an historical 

incident with an air of 
ATTRACTIVE ROMANCE. 

*** A Letter 

to Burr from his friend 
LEONORA, 

is given with all its imperfect orthography, and WARMTH 
oF Passion. The volume is a valuable addition to the 
history of a remarkable man.’’—[N. Y. Times. 

‘* Full of strange interest, for those who desire to 
trace Burr’s chequered fortunes.’’—Christian Intel- 
ligencer. 

‘¢ A novel of much interest, and worth many cart- 
loads of the rubbish called ‘* Society Novels.’’—[Albion. 

For sale by all Booksellers. 

DERBY & JACKSON, Publishers. 
No. 498 Broadway, New-York. 


NOW READY ; HARTHILL’S ILLUSTRATED 
a GUIDE BOOKS FOR 1860, 





HE HUDSON RIVER—With Catskills, Saratoga, Lake 
George, and City of New-York. Described and II- 
lustrated with Fifty Engravings. Price 25 cents. 
Il. 


HE WHITE MOUNTAINS—Together with Newport 
and City of Boston. Described and Illustrated with 
Forty Engravings. Price 25 cents. 
From a tour made expressly for this work in July, 1859. 
Ill 


HE ST. LAWRENCE—A Panorama of the river from 

Niagara to Quebec—Together with all the Cities in 
Canada. Engraved from the Charts of the Canadian 
Government and Photographs. Deseribed and Ilustra- 
ted with Thirty Engravings, in addition to a magnificent 
Panorama. Price 25 cents. , 


HE MISSISSIPPI—With Forty River Maps and Thir- 
ty Engravings. Being a complete description of the 
River from St. Paul to New Orleans, and principal cities 
connected with its trade and commerce. Price 25 cts. 


TIAGARA FALIS AND ‘SCENERY—With full de- 
scriptions and Thirty Engravings of the chief points 
of attraction there. Price 25 cents. 


The above Hand-Books are all uniform in size and 
style, and can be had separately. Price 25 cts each. 

They are allowed to be the handsomest, best illustra- 
ted, and most readable and reliable Guide Books to the 
respective districts, published. — 

All the most important objects of interest and 
choicest points of beauty connected with these world- 
renowned districts are presented in these Guide Books 
with all the truthfulness which photography, first-rate 
drawings, and the best engravings can produce. 

Any one, or all of them, will be mailed by the pub- 
lishers on receipt of stamps for the amount. 

They are on sale at all the principal bookstores, on 
the cars and steamboats, in all parts of the country, 

Publishers, A. HARTHILL & CO., 
No. 20 North William-St., New-York. 

Be sure and ask for **‘ HARTHILL’S ILLUSTRATED 





GUIDE BOOKS.”’ 
| The trade supplied by any of the wholesale houses. 




















































































































NOW READY. 
VANITY FAIR 
RAILROAD 


STEAMBOAT LIBRARY. 


VOLUME ONE. 
With upwards of 


FORTY SUPERIOR ENGRAVINGS, 
PRICE 10 CENTS. 
A liberal discount to the trade. Send in your orders 
early. 
LOUIS H. STEPHENS. 
Publisher for the Proprietors. 





beers ANDREW & FILMER, 


DESIGNERS AND ENGRAVERS ON WOOD, 


In order to meet the increased demands of their New 
York connection, have opened an office at 201 William 
Street, still retaining their Boston Establishment. This 
arrangement enables them to avail themselves of the 
best talent of both Cities, in every branch of their 
business. 

Publishers, Authors and Printers can assure them- 
selves of having all work in their Department executed 
in the best style, promptly, and at a reasonable cost. 
JOHN ANDREW. JOHN FILMER. 

201 William Street, New York. 
221 Washington Street, Boston. 





e Mr. B. T. BABBIT, the well-known Sale- 
“tus-manufacturer, is bringing out a new and useful 
article of 


BABBIT’S SOAP.—Price per Box, 5 
t e 


SOAP, 


Put up in boxes of 60 pounds each, in 1-pound bars 
price $5 per box. This Soap is rapidly taking the place 
of all other Soaps, wherever introduced. One pound 
will go as far as three pounds of ordinary family Soap. 
It will wash in either hard or salt water ; it does not 
injure the fabric—on the contrary, it preserves it, and 
fixesthecolors. It will remove paint, grease, and tains 
of all kinds. But little labor is required where this 
Soap is used. Directions sent in each box for making 
ONE POUND OF THE ABOVE SOAP into THREE GAL- 
LONS OF HANDSOME SOFT SOAP. Send for a box 
and give it atrial. If you do not want a whole box 
yourself, get your neighbors to join you, and divide it. 
Believing that no family which has once used this soap 
will ever be without it, and being desirous to have its 
merits widely known, I have made arrangements with 
the proprietors of the following papers (many of whom 
have tried the Soap and know its value) by which I am 
able for the present to offer to any person remitting to 
me $5 on any solvent Bank in the United States, one 
box of the above Soap, and receipt for one year’s sub- 
scription for either of the following New-York papers, 
viz: 

Vanity Fair, 

‘“« The Punch of America.’’—Herald. 
The Weekly Tribune, The Christian Advocate and 
The Weekly Day Book, Journal, 
The Weekly Times, The Scottish American Jour- 
The Weekly Sun, nal, 
The Ceatury, Hankins Family Pictorial. 
The Independent, United States Journal, 
The Examiner, American Agriculturist, 
Or, if preferred, I will send the Semi-Weekly Tribune 
six months, or the Daily Tribune two months. 

Please be particular, and give full directions for 
shipping the goods. Also give the name of your Post- 
Office with the State and County in which you reside. 

Address 


B. T. BABBIT, 
Nos. 64, 66, 68, 70,72, and 74 Washington-st., 
: New-York. 
P.S. I willsend the Soap without papers on receipt 
of $4 20. 





WING & WINANS, 
DEALERS IN 
FOREIGN AND AMERICAN 
NEWSPAPERS, MAGAZINES, 
AND 
STATIONERY, 
OF ALL KINDS, 
418 BROADWAY, CORNER OF CANAL STREET, 
NEW-YORK. 





year & WILSON’S 


SEWING MACHINES. 


OFFICE 505 BROADWAY, 
New-York. 


er te NOVEMBER IST, 1859.— 
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BALLOU’S 

PATENT IMPROVED FRENCH YOKE SHIRTS. 

Sent by express to any part of the United States, 
upon receipt, per mail, of the following measures, which 
will insure a pefect fit, for $15, $18, and $24 per 
dozen. No order forwarded for less than half a dozen 
Shirts : 

Ist. Neck, A—the distance around it. 2d. Yoke, 
BtoB. 3d. Sleeve,C toC. 4th. Breast. D to D— 


distance around the body under the armpits. 5th 
Length of shirt, E to E. 


By sending the above measures ‘we can’ guarantee 
a perfect fit of our new style of the Improved 
French Yoke Shirt. 


Also, importers and dealers in Men’s Furnishing 
Goods. 


BALLOU BROTHERS, 


No. 409 BROADWAY, N. Y. 
Wholesale orders solicited. 


pueeaws ; 


IMPROVED 
BILLIARD TABLES, 
AND ComBinaTIoN CusHIONS. 
PHELAN & COLLENDER, 
Sole Manufacturers, 63 to 69 Crosby-st, N. Y. 





DESIGNING AND ENGRAVING. 


There is a DesiGNING AND ENGRAVING DEPARTMENT at- 
tached to the Vaniry Fair Establishment, for the ex 
ecution of Job Work. For advertisement containing 
particulars, see another column 


H. JOCELYN, ELECTROTYPIST 
e to this paper, 60 Fulton-street, NEW-YORK. 


VANITY. .FPATR. 





SPIRITED STORY OF COLLEGE 
LIFE 


Now Reapy: 
JACK HOPETON AND HIS FRIENDS: 
Or, 
THE ADVENTURES OF A GEORGIAN. 
By W. W. TuRNER 
Of Eatonton, Georgia. 
One volume, 12mo. Price One Dollar. 


Saturday, Aug. 18: 
MARION HARLAND’S NEW NOVEL. 


“ NEMESIS. ” 


BY THE AUTHOR OF 
*‘Alone,” *‘ Hidden Path,’’ and ‘‘ Moss Side.”’ 
Handsome 12mo. Price $1 25. 


Farly in September : 
THE HOUSEHOLD OF BOUVERIE; 
Or, 
THE ELIXIR OF GOLD. 
By a Southern Lady. 
Two volumes,muslin. Price Two Dollars. 
A work of striking originality and power. 


NEW EDITIONS OF THE SUCCESSFUL NOVELS. 


THE NINTH OF 


RUTLEDGE. 
$1 25. 
Making 9,000 Volumes. 


THE TWENTY-FOURTH OF 


BEULAH, 
$1 25. 
Making 24,000 Volumes. 


MARGARFT MONCRIEFFE, 
Making $000 ‘Volumes. 


FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS. 
DERBY & JACKSON, Puntisnsrs, 
No. 498 BROADWAY, NEW-YORK. 





AMPAIGN MEDALS 
OF ALL THE 


PRESIDENTIAL CANDIDATES, 
vassal: PRINCE OF WALES. 
A Sample and a Circular of Prices sent on receipt of 
K. CRUGER 


25 cents. Address, : GER, 
742 Broadway, N. Y. 





HRENOLOGICAL EXAMINATIONS. 


setting forth all the strong and weak points of char- 
acter and disposition, what to encourage and what to 
restrain, 
WILL AID YOUNG MEN 

just starting in life, who are full of zeal, strength, and 
courage, with but little experience or knowledge of the 
world, 

IN GOVERNING THEIR PASSIONS, 
and bringing their moral and intellectual powers into 
the ascendant, thereby properly qualifying them for 


SELECTING PROPER PURSUITS, 
in which their abilities can be used to the best advan- 
tage, and their defects most effectually overcome, thus 
securing the best results of their efforts, 
AND GAINING HONOR AND HAPPINESS. 
These examinations are given verbally, with all. the 
candor and faithfulness of confidential communications, 
an 
FULL WRITTEN DESCRIPTIONS 
are made, when desired, accompanied by a book or 
chart with illustrations of the organs, large and small, 
with full instructions how to cultivate and direct every 
faculty, 
BY FOWLER & WELLS, 
308 Broadway New York 





we <= on a i > 


a rT we wwe 


WAS Ge ATT 














Wevitt & 


Cuarin, Printers, *‘ Vanity Fair’? Printing Office, 113 Nassau-street. 
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